RETRO    ME !

Unable, although I had more spare time than over-
worked Cabinet Ministers, to unravel all the mysteries of
history or the problems of contemporary politics in an
hour, I thought it better, squaring my pack, to resume
my pilgrimage, reciting to myself the consoling line of the
poet, A. Y. Campbell:

"God speaks in history, and man in myth."

"But even that," I reflected, as I lightly trod the down-
ward way to Wells, "begs a question in the first part: it is
a little determinist, is it not? It isn't so much cGod helps
him who helps himself3 as 'We can't help ourselves, God
help us!5 It is a little irrational to saddle ca power not
ourselves, making for righteousness' with jerry-building
and Hitler's 'purge.' " I remembered the Tower of
Siloam; and was comforted to think that a greater than
all of us left the mystery where it was, so far as this world
is concerned, and got himself crucified not only for our
redemption beyond, but for our strengthening here.
And then I thought how trivially my reflections had
begun, and the demon said: "Your thoughts wander
superficially from this to that and you grin one moment
and go serious the next/3 and then I answered: "Fool
demon, I believe you axe the Devil himself; for all things
are interwoven; you cannot move a grain of sand without
troubling a star; a man saw a ladder going to Heaven
from Charing Cross; I shall let my thoughts stray
wherever they will and no imp of Satan shall prevent me
from cross-examining the past, the present, the future or
myself. Retro me!"
Something departed; and I thought no more that day
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